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You played silent games in the dark corner between your little
white bed and your mothers prie-Dieu"

Fanny was remembering the whisper of the rain, the crackling
of the fire and the boy's low muttering. She had come to that
room from very far away, dropping to rest in the quiet lamp-
light like a tired bird. She had made one with those innocent
hearts and simple tilings. One evening, Fabian, his face pressed
to the cross-bars of the window, had been playing a game
which consisted in trying to follow the movements of one single
swallow among ail the bewildering dartings of its fellows. She
had thought that he looked like the imprisoned Dauphin. She
could never, afterwards, hear the cries of swifts on country roofs
without seeing again, in imagination, the stufiy room, and
Therese, all anxiety lest she miss the devotions of the Month of
Mary in the Cathedral. . . .

She stopped talking, realizing that he was asleep. Never before
had she been so deeply impressed by the look of chastity on his
virile face, by that nobility which marks the faces of young men
whom it is a woman's mission to corrupt, but which no soiling
can destroy: tht last trace of childhood, hovering like a patch
of mist impervious to the midday sun. She touched the smooth
forehead with her lips as she had seen his mother do, straightened
his blankets, and was still at her post when night fell, lost ia
dreams beside the sleeping youth.

x

FANNY had asked the young man not to come again, to the
Quai Debilly until after Donald Laisen had left on his
next trip to London,

"I just don't know what's biting him. Are you sure you've
said nothing to annoy him? And the child's playing up to him!
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